offer. "I'm going now: you can carry on with your
listening."

The child withdrew with a majestic gait, but be-
fore he vanished, he turned and came back to the
sofa. There was a look of embarrassment on his face.

* 'You' re like the man what's dead. You don' t laugh."

"Nor do you, son."

"You keep your mouth open."

The better to eat you with!"

The imp burst out laughing.

"What's your name?"

"Paulo. It's my birthday to-morrow. Grown-ups
do forget so! Please tell them that to-morrow's my
birthday."

Frangois made an affirmative sign. He held the boy
back by one arm.

"Tell me, do you know who that man is?"

"Yes: he comes here every day and every night for
ever so long. I don't like him. He smells of holes."

"Holes?"

"Don* t you know what ahole is ? Holes always smell."

"Is he a cousin, an uncle?"

"A cousin, like Jeannot."

"I don't know what you mean."

"I don't, either."

"How old are you?"

"Ten."

Fran?ois wanted to ask another question, but the
child's untroubled face went to his heart. Nothing
could disturb that fearless gaze, those well-shaped
eyes; certainly not domestic angers. He was sunk in
his life up to the neck, already armed against silence,
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